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W90 ‘our newspapers, and he's besh 8
sort of recluse all bin lite.”

“No barm In trying,” sald Dayton.
1N Just drop bl a line,”

In the mall two mornings later came
the answer, Dayton oponed It In the
presance of Iveagh, 1t was & printad
allp which rend;

Lord Frampton appreciates your cour:
teny. Mo rograts that age and Lhe slatle
of hin lealth muke It impossible for him
Personally to thnnk you.

“1 thought no," snid Iveagh, not ocon-
cenling hiv delight at Dayton's diseom-
Ature. “Ho wends that to everybody
who tries 1o Intruds upon him."

Diayton  mechanteall  turned  the
priuted slip over, "What's this?' be
sald, There wan writiug In a fesbls,
frumped hiand:

My Doar Mir—1 am lunching st tha Athe-
macum  clule the day after tomorrow
(Thursdayi and shall be pleassd to wee
You there afterward - at 3

FRAMPTON,

Dayton thrust the note into hin pock-
el coneenllug hin feeling of triomph.
“I may vable what ho says — 1t It's
worth while. It might make a good
feature for them on Nunday.” And he
wont nway,

Ivongh looked after bim, daged, “Yet
there nre some people who say there's
oo ek thing se luek!" ho. grombled.
“"Who'd have thought old Frampton
had gone stark wad 7

Al the Carleton Dayton found a tele
‘BTRIN !

Bhall be st Claridge's tomorrow, He
sure 1o come at 3 procisely

ELBIE GRANT

“Whatever shall 1 do?' he sald after
be had rerend the telegram and Lord
Frampton's note to make sure, Hoth
for Thursduy; both at the same hour.
I ean't put elther of them off. What
shll 1 do with Fosa?"

No; Fows could not be put off, He
munt be seen ut the thme e had ap
polunted or the great Nunday feature
would be st “1 must send some one
in my plaees. Huot who? It must be
pewspuper wan, a may with the news
paper Instinet and training. It must be
a man of the best posaible nddress and
up In philossphy and soclology and
Fosn. Where can 1 get him ™

It wecmed nbaurd to think on such n
problem, yot after nearly an hour Day

ton Jumped up and snid, “Why, of|

course- Jusl the mwan better thap |
could possibly do It myself,” and be
gan fumbling In a compartment of the
trunk thut was full of letters, papers
and cards.  He soon found what be
was searching for—a eard bearing the
addresy of Henry Carpenter. A com-
mon friend In New York bud given It
to him, saylng: “Look Carpenter up
and, If you can, put something In his
way. [ heur he's badly off.”

Aw Dayton sald to himself, Henry
Curpenter was probably the best equip
ped man o the world for an Interview
with Fons for an American newspaper
He wan n Yule man with a Ph. D, from
Gottipgen, and a writer on economic
subjects who bnd won some fume.
But philosoply ls oot prefitable, and
Carpenter made bis Hving us o newspn
per reporter.  He bad bwen one of the
cleverest (n the profession, then had
married and taken to dripk and gone
to the botlom

The gddress on the pard wis (o the
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far ‘o0 of "Pimlico, Vayton bet our,
calllng st the Victorla. There were
soveral New York newspaper men In
the lounge. He unked them If they
had seen Carpenter. “Just left him,”
sald vne. “He was bound for the Url
terlon.” Dayton drove to the Criterlon
and began a mearch of the crowded
rooms. Ile soou saw Carpenter wan-
dering about the bar, noting each face
as If be were lookiug for an sequaint-
ance. His clothes, bis very expression,
proclalmed poverty and fallure, and
Dayton, knowing his habits, was par-
ticularly Impressed by the weakness of
his chin. But In spite of the alr of
“bard luck" Carpeuter looked the gen-
tlewan, the man of superior Intelll-
gence. [o greeted Dayton effusively,
and as soon aps the business was dis-
closed eagerly offered hin nervices.

"There's ouly one dificulty—will
Lord Frampton recelve you when he ls
expecting me?’

"We'll bave to take our chances on
that,” sald Carpenter,

"But I never take chances If I can
help It I've been thinking—he doesn’t
know me and he doesn't know you
Why shouldn’t you send In ene of my
ciards  Impersobnaie me?’

Carpenter's face brightened.

“Yen; that In the best plan,” contln.
ued Dayton. “With your special know}
edge you'll do the luterview far better
than 1 could. He'll really profit by the
deception

It was wo ngresd, and Carpentor
went awny, Dayton advanelng him two
sovereigns, When he returned the next
afternoon bk appearance was in every
way untisfactory, and Dayton's last
misglvings disappeared. He went with
Carpenter to the Athenasum. “It's a
little enrly, old man, but you can send
In your—or, rather, my—card and walt
And don't forget you're both under ax
sunied nnwes, 1f you nre calling your-
self Dayton when you're Carpenter,
bu't he culling himself Frampton when
'y Fom?"

*You may rely on me, I'll do my
Lt nnid Carpenter

Ae waw Curpenter enter the ¢lob
Bouse; siw Ll glve his card to the at
tendant. Not wutll then did he drive
wway.  Iis beart was Hght, Fate bad
beon klond to him,  On the stroke of 3
he wns In the writing room st Clar
ldge's,  Elsle did not keep him waiting

“Muother hitw chunged her plans,” she
sold, Lureying o, "I thought wo'd
Lve n clear hour, but she may be back
at any mamnent,"

He wus looking at her steadily
“Well?" he anked

Bhe fushed and cast down her eyes
Then she lifted them and returned bis
gaze steadfastly. “Yen” she sald.

He gave n long sigh,

They were sllent for a few minutes
“Rotler'~ she begun.

“8he will not consent 7

“IUs of no use to ask her. You know
that."

He nodded cheerfully. “Buot we don't
need her cousent. You're of age'

“What do you suggest?”

“Well, I lind arranged—In ense you
accepted amd  your wother wonlde't
bave 1t-that we should marry nt the
Ametiean consul genernl's,. He's an old
friend of mipe gud hns promised to st
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tond s oéty thing for uié, All we have
to do ts to let him know when we're
¢oming. He's even got an Ameriean
preacher at hand.”

Bhe laughed. “And when did you
dare to do this?"

“Yesterday, us soon us [ had your
telegram. It wasn't daring, was It, to
assume that you meant what your tele
gram lmplled 7

“Whatever It wan or was not, I like
't.!l

“1 thought,” be continued, “that we
would better marry in some way that
would leave bher a chance to come
around quletly afterward.”

“Yen, that s better than golng to
Beotland,” sald Elsle reflectively.

Dayton laughed. “And who dared
to think out an slopement away off to
Beotland ¥' he sald,

Elsle was still bimsbing when her
mother came In, Dayton Invited them
to dioner and the theater, and Mrs.
Grant accepted,

At B the next mornlng, ss Dayton
bad finlshed shaviog and was golng
into his bath, there wis a knock at the
outer door of his sitting room.

“What ls 1t?' he called,

“A gentleman to see you, sir” came
through the door,

“Carpenter,” he mald to himself,
Then to the servant: “Show him up,
please. Bring him to the sltting room
and tell him 1 will see him directly.”

With this be unlocked the outer door
and went back through the bedroom
Into hils buthroom. Boon he heard the
outer door open and the servant show-
Ing hin ealler in. When he had bathed
be returned to the bedroom. The por-
tlere wos drawn across the door loto
the sittlng room. He could walt no
longer, “I say, old man,"” be shouted,
“did you get a good yarn?*

There wus o sharp rustliog, then
sllence. He went to the portlere and
threw It back and stood In the door-
way, hls bathrobe half open, his
face and neck red from the ecold
water, his halr tumbled. He was
transfixed. Before bim, gaplog at him,
sat 1o old man, a study in the black of
broadcloth and the white of llnen and
akin aud wool-llke balr and slde whisk-
ers, Hls hend was wagglng and his
mouth ajar ns he stured stopldly at
Dayton. He ralsed himself with the
ald of a gold headwl cane and put up
his eyegloss, 1 must apologlze to
you," he quuvered, “I'm so disturbed
that I hardly know what I'm about this
morning. 1 fancled I wos In the rooms
of a Mr. Fenlmore Dayton."

“I'm Fenimore Dayton,” sald Day-
ton. And then a horrihle thought fash-
od Into his mind,

The old man's mouth had fown open
again. “What?* he exclaimed. *“Im-
posaible!"

Dayton, all the Llood In his body In
his face, stood there unable to speak

“What?" he exclaimed. “Impossible!"

or move. “Great heavens," he thought,
“what shall I do? What has Carpen-
ter been up to?”

Lord F'rampton passed his hand over
his face. “Imposaible!” he muttered
“Incredible!” And again be rubbed his
face confusedly. “Tell me,” ha lookad
strangely at Dayton, “dld you or did
you not have a talk with me at the
Athenaneum club yesterday In the aft-
ernoon?"

Dayton opened hls mouth several
times before he could articulate, “T did
not—that 1s"—

“Then who was [t? Where Ig he?

ford Frampton looked angrily around.
*1 Insist upon an explanntion, sie!”

“Kxcuse me just a few minutes, 1

must finlsh dressing. I was and 1
wasn't there, I'll explain,” Dayton
withdrew to the bedroom, pulling the
portlere over the doorway,
He burried Into his clothes and re
turned to the sitting roem, He stood
before Lord Frampton, looking asham:
ed, repentant, honest. “I am going to
make a clean breast of It, sir,' he sald
“I could not keep my engagoment with
you yesterday. 1 did not wish to lose
the Interview. 1 sent a perfectly com
petent man, thinking It made no Aif
fereuce to you, as you did pot know
me or care especlnlly who did the In
terview, wo long ns It was done prop
erly."”

"But where I8 he?  Where 18 he?”
Lord Frmmpton tapped his eane angri
Iy on the foor
=l don't Kpow, sie, 1"
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